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Cedunt Grammatici, vincuntur Rhetores 


Jo Mr. TOWN. 
College, Cambridge, ‘fan. 30th 1756, 


Juv. 





Have juft now, with near an hundred 
more, taken the firft degree, which this 
Univerfity confers on her fons; and begin 
2% to confider within myfelf, in what manner 





= we have fpent our time for thefe four years 
paft, and what profit we are likely to receive hereafter from 
thefe our academical ftudies : But upon retrofpection I find 
that inftead of having laid up a ftore of learning, which 
might have been of fervice to us in our future connections 
and intercourfe with mankind, we have been confounding 





our heads with a mifcellaneous heap of nonfenfe, which 
moft of us, Iam certain, are endeavouring to unlearn as 
Vor. II. 4E faft 
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faft as poffible we can: inftead of having acquired fuch a 
fhare of common fenfe, as might have been of fervice to 
ourfelves and acquaintance, we muft entirely {ell off our old 
ftock, and begin the world of literature anew. This re- 
flection cannot be very pleafing to thofe, who I muft fay 
have {quandered away fo very precious a time of life; a 
time of life, when, though judgment perhaps is not come 
to maturity, yet imagination and invention, thofe noble off- 
{prings of a promifing mind, are in the very flower and 
bloom of perfection. 


Tuts feat of learning (for it undoubtedly deferves that 
name) has drawn and kept us together for fome years ; our 
manners, converfation, and ftudies bear a great fimilitude: 
but now either chance or choice is going to difperfe us 
over the whole kingdom; and our places of abode will 
{carcely be more widely different, than our {chemes of life. 


Notwithftanding this, the fame plan of ftudy has been im- 


pofed on all: Whether agreeable, or contrary to the bent 


of inclination, has never been regarded. Mathematics is 
the ftandard, to which all merit is referred; and all the 
excellencies, without thefe, are quite overlooked and neg- 
lected : the folid learning of Greece and Rome is a trifling 
acquifition ; and much more fo, every polite accomplifhment: 
in fhort, if you will not get all Euclid and his diagrams by 
heart, and pore over Saunderfon till you are as blind as he 
was himfelf, they will fay of you, as in the motto to one of 
your late papers, adtum eff, ilicet, perifii. Not that I 
would depreciate this kind of learning ; it is certainly a moft 
noble fcience, and reflects the greateft honour on human 
wit and invention : all that I complain of, is the unreafon- 
able ftrefs that is laid upon it; nay even the more abftrufe 

parts 
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parts of it: which is ftilt more abfurd, as there are fo very 
few heads able to perceive and retain the nice chain of 
reafoning and deduction, which muft neceffarily be made 
ufe of, and as a fmall number of mathematical geniufles 
would be fefficient for the fervice of his Majefty’s dominions. 


I rake it for granted, that your fagacity has by this time 
difcovered, that you have been addrefled by a young man, 
whofe too-overweening conceit of himfelf has, perhaps, in- 
duced him to imagine, that the Univerfity has not fuffi- 
ciently rewarded his deferts. If fo, you are not deceived : 
but though this difappointment may at prefent fet a little uneafy 
upon me, yet I think I can forefee, that it will be the moft 
fortunate mortification that could poffibly have befallen me. 
For, in the firft place, it has fufficiently abated that upftart 
pride, which moft young men are apt to take in their own 
abilities ; than which nothing can be more infufferable to 
all their acquaintance, or a greater impediment to their own 
real improvement. A pert fcholar, whenever he enters a 
room of company, immediately afflumes a fuperiority in 
difcourfe, and thinks himfelf obliged to corre all impro- 
prieties in thought or expreflion. You muft “ fpeak by the 
“card,” as Hamlet fays, or expect the cenfure of this fuper- 
ficial coxcomb. If, according to the common form of 
fpeech, you fay that there is either heat in fire, or coldnefs 
in ice, he will inform you, that you deliver yourfelf very 
inaccurately, as Mr. Locke has fully demonftrated ; he will 
tell you, you cannot prove, that two and two make four, 
or that you are alive yourfelf. Thefe, and a thoufand 
other equally impertinent obfervations, he is continually 
making, to the no fmall uneafinefs and perplexity of the 
ladies, and honeft country gentlemen. 


Bur 
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Waar is ftill a greater misfortune, is that a man of this 
caft is never likely to know any better: for having raked 
together a few metaphyfical diftinétions and {cholattic re- 
finements, he thinks, he has laid up a fafficient fund of 
knowledge for his whole life: he defpifes all common fenfe 
(which is the beft fenfe) through an ambition of appearing 
particular ; and as for the advice or opinion of others, thofe 
he thinks himfelf indifpenfably bound to difregard ; inaf- 
much as fuch fubmiffion implies fome inferiority, which he 
would by no means be thought to labour under. Such a 
difpofition as this, I take to be the fure and infallible token 
of confirmed ignorance: a melancholy inftance of the de- 
pravity of human nature, that the lefs we know, the more 
we prefume ; and the fewer advances we have made to- 


wards true knowledge, the lefs occafion we think we have 


of any further improvement, 


In the fecond place, if I may be allowed to judge of 
what I cannot poffibly have experienced, I take it to be the 
greateft benefit to a young perfon to meet with early difap- 
pointments in life : for fooner or later every one muft have 
his fhare of them ; and the fooner we meet with fome of 
them the better: for by this means the mind is eafily made 
familiar with croffes and vexations, and is not thrown off 
its balance by every thwarting and wayward accident. By 


this means, we fubmit to ills and troubles, as the neceflary 


attendants on mankind; juft ason a rainy day we make 
ourfelves quiet and contented, but hope for funfhine on the 
morrow. And, indeed, there feems to be a ftrong analogy 
between the inclemency of the weather attacking our bo- 


dies, and the .ftorms of afflictions which batter our minds. 
The 
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The rain will beat, and the wind will roar, let us ufe out 
utmoft endeavours to the contrary ; but by enuring our per- 
fons to the viciffitudes of the feafons, and ufing other pro- 
per methods, we fhall feel no very fenfible inconvenience 
from them: In like manner all our fkill and art cannot 
prevent or elude the rubs and difafters to which we are lia- 
ble; but if by degrees, and early in life, we are hardened 
and accuftomed to them, and if by the help of reafon and 
found philofophy we arm and fortify ourfelves againft them, 
they may {till perhaps reach us; but their fhocks will be 
quite weak and languid, and we may fay of Fortune, as 
Virgil fays of Priam when he hurled a javelin at Pyrrbus, 


an aie see san oe Telum imbelle fine ittu 


Tuus you fee, Mr. Town, that out of a feeming evil, I 
have difcovered a real good: and I am certain, if this me- 
thod of reafoning could be made univerfal, we fhould find 
much fewer murmurers againft the prefent diftribution and 
order of things. . 
Iam Sir, Your’s&c. B.A, 


Mr. TOWN, 


Am fo great an admirer of the fair fex, that J never let 

a tittle of their vendible writings efcape me. I bought 
this year the Lady’s Diary, merely becaufe it was adver- 
tifed as the WYoman’s Almanack, which 1 conftrued, the Al- 
manack compofed by a Woman: but I find I have been 
miftaken in my fuppofition, It is not the work of a female. 
The Chriftian name of the author, I have reafon to believe, 
is Marmaduke ; unlefs I mifunderftand a moft curious copy of 
verfes, defcribing a moft fuperb entertainment, of fith, fleth, 
pies, and tarts, exhibited upon New Year’s Day 1755. 
His Sirname remains as great an A2nigma as any in his book. 


His coadjutors, contributers, or affiftants are MeffieursWalter 
Trott, Timothy Nabb, Patrick Ocavannabh, Sohn Honey, 
Vor. Il. 4F Henry 
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Henry Seafon, #nd others. I honour thefe gentlemen, and 
their works ; but I own my chief delight is in reading over 
the Riddles, and Unriddles, the Queftions, and the Anfwers 
of Mifs Sally Weft, Cala, Milfs Nancy Evelyn, Milfs E. S. 
Mifs Atkinfon, Enira, and other choice little feminine {pirits 
of the age. Riddles are fo becoming, and appear fo pretty, 
when dandled about by ladies, that they may be compared 
to foft, fmooth, painted waxen babbies, dreffed up in a pro- 
per manner for Miffes to play with, from eighteen to four- 
fcore. But above all I muft take this opportunity of congra- 
tulating dear Mifs Fanny Harris, who, | find, “ has given 
“« an elegant Solution to a Prize Problem by a Fluxionary Cal- 
“* culus founded on the Properties of Tangents,”” and by that 
means has run away with no lefs than twelve Diaries for this 
important year 1756. As this young lady is juftly called the 
“« honour of her fex,’’ and deals entirely in the Properties of 
Tangents, I fear fhe will never defcend fo low as Riddleme 
Riddlemeree, and therefore I muft humbly offer, by the vehi- 
cle of your paper, Mr. Town, a fmall Riddle, invented 
with much pains and thought by myfelf, to the folution of 
thofe three ingenious Spinfters, Mifs Polly Walker, Mifs 
Grace Tetlow, and Mifs Aun Rickaby, to appear in the Lady’s 
Diary of 1757, and to receive upon appearance, as a pre- 
mium, one complete fet of the Connoisseurs in Pocket 
Volumes, to be the property of one or more of thefe three 
ladies, who fhall explain my Anigma: 
Fire and Water mixt together, 
Add to this fome Salt and Tin; 


Tell me, Ladies, tell me whether 
In this Mixture there is Sin. 


Tue Solution itfelf, if not truly explained by the Three 


Graces to whom I now addrefs it, thall appear, by your per- 
miffion, in the firft Thurfday’s Connoisseur after next New 


Year’s Day. 
Iam, Sir, your bumble Servant, 
MicuaEL KRAWBIDGE. 
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